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nature. He knows that the figurative delight
of the child points the mode of representing the
wonder of the earth that philosophy finds it so
hard to reduce to order.
How figurative, how concrete, the Indian
mode has always tended to be we can learn by
turning up a page of the Upanishads.1 The
father, in teaching the boy how to get at the
subtile essence of the greater self, tells him to
bring the fruit of the Nyagrodha tree :
" Here is one, sir," says the child.
" Break it."
" It is broken, sir."
" What do you see there ? "
" These seeds, almost infinitesimal."
" Break one of them."
" It is broken, sir."
" What do you see there ?"
" Not anything, sir."
The father said : " My son, that subtile essence
which you do not perceive there, of that very essence
this great Nyagrodha tree exists,
" Believe it, my son. That which is the subtile
essence, in it all that exists has its self. It is the
True. It is the Self, and thou, O Svetaketu, art it."
1 12th Khanda, Khandogya Upanishad.